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The Ehjloric. - 

Hot. That Roans fhal be rny throne. Well, I will backe him 
llraigiit: O Efpcirance, bid Butler lead him forth into die parkc. 
La. But hcarc you my Lord* 

Hot. What faill thou my Lady* 

La. What is it carries you away* 

Hot, Why, my horfe(my loue)my horfe. 

La, O ut you madhedded ape, aweazel hath notfuch a deal® 
of fpleene, asyouare toft.widi.In faith, ileknow your bufines 
Harry, that I vvil,.l feare.my brother Mortimer doth ftir about 
his titlc,& hath fent for youto luxe Iiis cnterpnfe,butif you goe. 
Hot. So far afoot , I Avail be weary, loue. 

La. Come, come you Pataquito,anfwere mee direflly, vnto 
tills queftion that I fhali aske : in faith, ile breake thy little fin- 
ger, Harry , and if thou wilt nottellme all things true. 

Hot. Away, away you trifler, loue, I loue thee not, 

I care not for thee Kate, this is no world 
To play with mammcts,.and to tilrwith lips, 

W e mull haue bloudy nofes, and crackt crownes. 

And pa!Te diem currant too: gods me, my horle: 

What faift thou Kate? what woldft thou liaue with mci 
La. Doyounot loue me? do’ you oot indeed? 

Well, doe notthen,for fince you-louc me nor, 

I will not loue my fclfe. Doe you not loue me? 

Nay, tell me, if y ou fpeake in ieaft , or no? 

Hot, Come, wilt tho u fee me ride ? 

And when I am a horiebacke, Iwill kveare, 

I loue thee infinitely. But harkeyou Kate, 

I muft not haue you henceforth, queftion me, 

Whither I goe^nor reaion, wbereab out : 

Whither I mull, I mull, and to conclude, 

This euening mufti leaue you gentle Kate : 

I know you wife,butyetno fartherwife, 

Then Harry Percies wife: conftant you are,, 

But yet a woman, and forfecrecy. 

No Lady clofer, for I well belceue,. 

Thou wilt not vtter, what thou doll not know; 

And lb far wifl I trull thec,.gentle Kate. 

La. How, fo far? 



of J-icnrjttc fourth. 

Hot. Not an inch further, butiiarkc y ou Kate.* 

Whitlier I goe, thither lhallyou.goctoo: 

To day will I fet forth, to morrow you: 

Will this content you, Kate? 

La* It muft of force. Exeunt. 

Enter frince andVoms. 

"Prm Ned, prethee come out of tliat fat roome, and lend me 

thy hand to laugh a little. 

P<w. Where haft bin, Hal? 

•Pr/V. With three or foure logger-heads, amongft three or 
fourefcorc hoglheads. I haue lounded the very bale firing of 
humilitie# Sirra^ I am fworne brother to alcafh of drawers>and 
can call them all by their chriften names, as T om 9 Dicke ;> and 
Francis: they take it already vpon their faluation, that though I 
be but Prince of Wales, yet I am the king of CurteficySc tel me 
flatly, I am no proud Iaoke^ like Falftalffc, b ut a Corinthian, a 
ladof mettal,a good boy, ( by the Lord, fo they call me) and. 
when I am King of England, 1 frail command ail the good lads, 
in Eaftcheape* They call drinking deepc ? dying fcarlet, and 
when you breathe in yOur watering, they cry hem, and bid you 
play it off. To conclude, I am lb good a proficient in one quar* 
ter of an houre, that. I can drinke with any Tinker, m lusowtt 
Jan guage, during my life* I tell thee, N ecl , thou haft loft much 
honour, thatthou wertnotwitlimc, in th*$ action 3 -but fweet 
Ned, to fweeten which name of Ned, I giue thee this peniworth 
of fugarj clapt euen now into my hand, by an vnderskinker* 
one that neuerlpake other Englifh in his life, then eight (hil- 
lings and fixe pence, and you are welcome , withthisihrill ad- 
ditio,anon,anon(ir3skoreapintofbaftard in the halfe moone* 
or fo* But Ned , to driuc away the time till Falftalffe come : I 
prethce,doe thou ftand m fome by-roome,while I quellion my 
puny drawer, to what end lie gaue me. the fugar, and doe thou 
jieucr leaue calling Frances* that his tale to me may be nothing 
but anon; ftep afide, and ile (hew thee aprefent. 

Tom* Frances, ?r;w* Thou artpeifcff* 

?r//r e Frances, Enter Drafter. 

Frav.. Anon, anon fir. Looke downe into the Pomgarnet, 
Ralphs 
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